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Marc does not wait until the flowers of a bouquet are wilted before
renewing them. He doesn't like to repeat the same stories, even in the
presence of those who have not yet heard them, nor serve up again the
same witticisms.
How he must be put out of patience at times by that need, quite
instinctive in me, of economy, of making everything that he replaces
and renews so easily last as long as possible! His quite instinctive need
of renewal is also part of his grace and I should be most ungracious to
blame him for it; it is thereby that he differs most from me and it is
what I most like in him. It is doubtless thereby, through this contrast,
that I have learned the most about myself and learned to scorn my
parsimony.
One can overindulge even in the "ne quid nimis? and it amounts to
misusing the doctrine of "nothing in excess" to take too much of it
20  January
I write to Marc: "Out of fear of living too much through you, I
wanted to get along without you for a while; I have ceased to live/*
Yet this morning I feel a bit less like a waif; I write three letters
without too much difficulty. The weather is beautiful. . . ,
I was probably extraordinarily tired when I left Paris and I must
accept this torpor as a necessary rest.
21 January
What I call "fatigue" is old age, and nothing can rest one from it,
but death.
Of all this "bad because contrary to nature" what is the worse? To
refuse oneself to pleasures as a young man or, as an old man, to still
seek them? There is a certain felicity of the flesh that the aging body
pursues, and ever more uselessly, if it has not been sated with them in
youth. Too chaste an adolescence makes for a dissolute old age. It is
doubtless easier to give up something one has known than something
one imagines. It is not what one has done that one regrets here; but
rather what one has not done and might have done. And one's regret
even takes on the somber color of repentance.
It seems to me that here too what most induces me to renunciation
are aesthetic reasons. Old hands soil, it seems, what they caress; but
they too have their beauty when they are joined in prayer. Young
hands are made for caresses and the sheathing of love; it is a pity to
make them join too soon. Yes, that gesture of prayer simulates the
mystic embrace of the impalpable after loving arms have closed on
the flight of reality and on absence.